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 Life 

By Samuel Austin 

Life is interesting in a way I can’t describe. Life can be a ride of 

fascinating tales and mysteries, a time of joy and entertainment, a hike 

of frustration and difficulties with stressors and exasperation, or just a 

decade of sadness, depression, and suffering. 

Life is the near eternal roller coaster that requires a ticket we don’t have 

to pay for. With each person’s actions and reactions towards this ride’s 

twists and turns and clickity-clacks unique. 

My ride’s been a crazy one. Bumps of short heights, but mountains with 

unimaginable width. Most of these mountains were exciting but 

stressful to handle. Them being mostly relationship difficulties or sharp 

twists atop high hills. However, my friends and allies were here to ride 

the roller coaster of life with me and get through together. 

I love life because of the people that help me get through it and turn 

stressful mountaintops into long-lasting excitement. I love life because 

of the additions from other passengers and friends. The alternate tracks 

and curves and hills added from friends and strangers. I love life 

because everyone can make a difference and change life or your 

perspective of life, that everyone can add their own trails and tracks. 

For everyone is a piece of paper, waiting for life to grab the pen, and 

you to grab the pencil. 
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Brooklyn 

By: Julie Danco 

Prologue 

14 years ago 

 Maria-Lee Conner was sitting in the waiting room with her two month 

old grandson, Kaiden. The excitement couldn’t be contained. She smiled at 

the thought she would have another grandbaby to spoil.  

 “You excited for your sister Kaiden? Oh, why am I asking, of course 

you are!” Maria laughed at the idea she was carrying on a conversation with 

herself. Maria tapped her foot giddily and cradled Kaiden. She hummed 

quietly to herself, exploding on the inside. A nurse quietly stepped into the 

room 

  “Miss Conner, your daughter can see you now.” Maria waddled up to 

the nurse, her gray hair falling into her eyes.  

 “Sorry, sorry, my knees are giving up on me. Heh.” She apologized 

nervously glaring at the nurses tapping foot  

 “Mrs. Conner do you want to see the child?” The nurse spat side eying 

the old lady, clearly she wasn’t fond of people. They walked to the delivery 

room and the rude nurse left. Then, a new nurse walked in with a large 
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smile, she had thick black hair pulled up into a bun at the top of her head, 

she had olive skin and bright green eyes.  

 “Hello, my name will be Nurse Camila. I am from New Zealand, my 

English isn’t too good.”  Nurse Camila walked over to the bed Lilianna 

Conner was laying in with her baby girl. David Conner was right beside her, 

his smile scrunching up his eyes to the point where he couldn’t see.  

 “Oh she is so sweet, so, so sweet!” Lilianna whispered, “So, so 

sweet,” she repeated. 

 “Oh, what will you name her? She needs a pretty name, she’s got your 

eyes Lilianna!” Maria was overrun with joy. 

 “Well, I want to name her Clara, but Lilianna laughs at the idea of 

having a baby called Clara. So, I think we will call her Rico Chico.” David said 

with a completely serious face, getting a deserved dirty look from Lilianna. 

 “We are obviously not doing that. I think we are going with Brooklyn. 

Her middle name can be Clara.” Lilianna smiled proudly 

 “Brooklyn Clara Conner, I absolutely adore it!” Maria shouted. Nurse 

Camila walked up slowly, hating to ruin this wholesome moment. 

 “So sorry to ruin this beautiful moment, I do need to take the baby 

though, I will give her to you in a second, actually not a second a few 

minutes.”  Nurse Camila sighed. Walking over to the bed receiving the baby 

from Maria. 

 When Nurse Camila was carrying baby Brooklyn she heard and saw an 

incredible thing 

 “Mama? Mama?! Maaaama?” Brooklyn screamed “Where are you 

mama?” She whispered. Camila was so shocked she nearly screamed. 
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 “You…. can… already talk!” Camila shouted, Brooklyn gave her a 

confused look, “I... you can already talk.” She repeated, in shock. 

 

 

Chapter One 

Disappearance 

14 years later 

 Brooklyn sat on the pier of Mission Beach quietly humming to herself. 

Her small beachfront house contained her brother, Kaiden, her father, and 

her mother. Brooklyn took her bag off her shoulder and got out her black 

and white gel pens. She drew a night sky on the face of her hand. Brooklyn’s 

long blond hair flew with the wind. Her large green eyes shut as she sat, 

listening to the ocean waves crashing and the sea gulls chirping. All too 

soon Brooklyn heard a small bark, she fell out of the half conscious stage 

she was in, she yawned and her eyes fell on her Border collie mix. 

 “Well hey there, Maria, wasn’t expecting you!” Brooklyn yawned with 

a laugh. Maria was named after their grandmother who died in a terrible car 

crash. Brooklyn pet Maria and followed her all the way to the house, politely 

saying hello to each person they passed. 

 “Kaiden! Go get Brooklyn, she’s at the beach.” Lilianna Conner 

shouted as soon as Brooklyn arrived inside the house. 

 “Of course she is, she always is.” Kaiden grunted, “Kaiden, go get 

Brooklyn, Kaiden, do this, Kaiden, do that.” Kaiden mocked. 

 “It’s not wise to mock me young man.” Brooklyn giggled as she 

walked in to the Kitchen. 
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 “Hey mom, Kaiden doesn’t have to get me, I followed Maria home.” 

Brooklyn put her bag on the coat rack and looked at what her mom was 

making for dinner. The Conner’s kitchen was large and white, it had quartz 

countertops and white subway tile behind it. The white cabinets had golden 

handles and a plant was placed in the corner of the room.  Her mother was 

cooking spaghetti and meatballs on their stainless steel stove. Brooklyn 

hummed as she looked at the vintage ‘diner’ sign hung up on the wall. 

Brooklyn opened their fridge and got out a carton of vanilla yogurt. 

 “Don’t tell me you’re eating something! Dinner will be ready in 15 

minutes!” Lilianna hissed. Brooklyn made an offended face and put the 

yogurt back, she went upstairs into her room. Brooklyn’s room was large 

and ocean themed, she had a large bed in the center against the wall, it had 

blue sheets and was on top of a fluffy white carpet. She had a wooden 

bedside table on either side, one contained a small blue lamp and the other 

had a small succulent. She had a desk against another wall and that had her 

sketchbook and another plant on it. She had fairy lights strung above the 

desk and pictures hanging from the wire. She had two small bookshelves 

which were both full of books. They contained her favorite series like Harry 

Potter, Divergent, and the Land of Stories. Brooklyn sighed as she plopped 

down on her bed. 

 “I wonder how late dad will get home today… he’s always working, 

when’s his day off?” She whispered quietly to herself. As if on cue with the 

melancholy thoughts it started to rain. Brooklyn frowned and picked up her 

sketchbook looking at the picture she had sketched of Hermione from Harry 

Potter. “Don’t know why I bother.” She moaned, her brother burst into her 
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room without knocking for the fifth time this week, not that she was 

counting. 

 “Brook, my dude! Dads home, on time!” He shouted, all too loud. 

 “Oh gosh Kaiden, never, ever call me that again.” Brooklyn snapped, 

putting his words in order. “Wait, dads home?” She jumped up shoving 

Kaiden to the side, running down the stairs. “Dad! Your home!” She 

screamed seeing the tall man standing across from their mother. 

 “Hey Brook! Glad to see you’re excited I’m home!” David Conner 

smiled at the sight of his teenage daughter so excited about something so 

small. 

 “David, we are running low on marinara, could you get some at the 

store for me?” Mrs. Conner asked her husband. Brooklyn was about to 

object when Mr. Conner interrupted her with a sigh. 

 “Sure honey.” David went to the front door and got in their car, 

grabbing an umbrella as he left. Brooklyn ran back into her room and sat on 

her bed.  Oh well, I don’t even know why I bo- Brooklyn’s thoughts were 

interrupted by a big crash and a scream.  

 “Oh my gosh! What was that?” Brooklyn screamed, she knew she 

shouldn’t look at the problem, but her curiosity consumed her. She looked 

outside and there was a palm tree lying on its side in the driveway which 

was cracked in five to many places. The sky was pitch black even though it 

was only 5:48, it was pouring down rain and it was unusually quiet. “Mom? 

Kaiden!” In response, to her surprise Brooklyn heard a bark. “Maria!” She 

sobbed finding her furry friend, Maria was the only other one in the house. 

Then Brooklyn noticed something, there was a man sitting on the tipped 

over palm tree. 
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Chapter Two 

Jackson Miller 

 Brooklyn paced worrying her dog, “I don’t understand why there is a 

man in my front yard!” Brooklyn yelled, for some reason she was expecting 

a response and grew angry when she didn’t get one. Brooklyn went over all 

the possible outcomes of all her possible actions, the only way she would 

calm down was to talk to the man, and she knew it. Brooklyn slipped on her 

gray Uggs. I can do it she thought to herself repeatedly even though she 

knew she couldn’t. She slammed the door shut behind her. “Who are you?!” 

She screamed, holding back tears. 

 “Not who you think I am.” The man answered quietly. It took 

Brooklyn a few moments to realize, he wasn’t a man at all, he was a 14 year 

old boy that went to Brooklyn’s school. 

  “You’re Jackson Miller aren’t you?” She asked even though she knew 

the answer was yes. He laughed and nodded. 

 “I know where your father is Brooklyn.” The reaction he expected 

was grateful, but they both knew Brooklyn was too smart to be grateful. 

 “How do you know that Jackson?” She hissed, shooting daggers with 

her eyes, she wasn’t going to accept help if it could lead to her inevitable 

death. 

 “Um, well… you see.” He started. 

 “Oh, but I don’t.” Brooklyn teased. 
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 “I was walking with my dog Mira and I saw a cop car with your dad in 

it. I mean I’m like ninety-nine percent sure it was him, I mean I see you 

walking around with him all the time.” Jackson stated, immediately 

regretting his choice of words. 

 “So, basically you’ve been stalking me?” Brooklyn asked, making 

Jackson sweat. 

 “No! I just… you… you um… pass my house a lot. But, putting that 

aside, I think your dads going to ConCreek Prison” Jackson mumbled. 

 “Why would he be going to ConCreek Prison?” Brooklyn worried. 

Jackson shrugged, even though he knew the answer. Brooklyn narrowed 

her eyes, she could tell he was lying. “Don’t lie to me Jackson. I… want to 

know” she said tearing up. 

 “I really don’t know, but I could help you find him!” He suggested, 

grabbing at any chance he could get to bond with his stand-offish 

classmate. 

 “How do you even know where ConCreek is?” Brooklyn questioned, 

this story was definitely missing some things. Jackson’s eyes grew wider, he 

wasn’t expecting that question. 

 “My grandpa Max used to work there, he was a police officer guard 

thingy. Bring your grandkid to work day was… fun.” Jackson joked in 

response to Brooklyn’s hurtful question. 

 “Fine. But I swear, if you’re behind this, I will never ever talk to you 

again.” Brooklyn growled, Jackson slowly backed away with a small yelp. 

She could be very intimidating. 
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 “Geez, okay then, I just have to make it home before 10:00. That’s 

when I go to bed.” He joked, frowning because it wasn’t even that funny. 

Brooklyn just stood there. 

 “I will be right back.” She said running inside her house. She grabbed 

her bag which had her phone and Marias leash in it. “Maria, just in case this 

guy turns out to be a psychopath, you’re coming.” Brooklyn told her. Maria 

coming was the only way she would go all the way across town with 

Jackson Miller, he was up to something she just didn’t know what yet. 

“Alright, come on girl.” She called walking outside with her dog. 

 “Why did you bring you dog?” Jackson asked. 

 “Simple, I don’t trust you enough to walk half way across San Diego 

with you without Maria.” She stated, Jackson frowned, he wasn’t getting 

out of this one. 

 “Okay, let’s go.” Jackson sighed. 

 

 

Chapter Three 

The Stone Dog 

 “Siri, show me a map to ConCreek Prison, please.” Brooklyn asked 

politely to the phone. 

 “Showing you a map to ConCreek Prison, San Diego, California.” The 

phone responded showing the two, three counting Maria, a map to where 

they needed to be. 
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 “If only we could drive.” Jackson growled “This would be so much 

easier.”  

 “That’s it!” Brooklyn’s face lit up and Maria barked happily. 

 “What is it?” Jackson asked curios at the sudden excitement. 

 “One word, Taxi. We are in California!” She yelled the smile growing 

on her face, then it immediately shrank and the color drained from her face. 

Jackson hugged her, expecting her to push hum away, but she didn’t move. 

“Oh no…” She whispered. 

 “What? What’s wrong?” Jackson frowned, things were finally looking 

up but only for a split second. Brooklyn grabbed Jacksons head and turned 

it to the street. It was completely quiet. No cars on the road, no lights on, 

nobody walking on the normally busy beach. “I guess we won’t take a taxi.” 

He tried to joke getting a dirty look shot at him. 

 “I wish things were looking up for me…us.” Brooklyn cried. A single 

tear fell down her cheek and she closed her eyes. When she opened them 

she saw a taxi on the road and a friendly looking old man looking at them 

from inside. “Oh, my gosh.” She yelled. 

 “Oh my! That’s amazing did you do that?” 

 “I….I don’t know.” The old man smiled creepily, Brooklyn’s stomach 

turned and she turned to look at Jackson who still couldn’t believe his eyes. 

 “Sweet! Come on Brooklyn!” Jackson shouted he started toward the 

car and Brooklyn followed reluctantly. 

 “Hello, children.” The old man smiled. “My name is Mr. Bill, I’ll be 

driving this taxi for ya.” 
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 “Excuse me, sir, there is no one else around and I, we, were 

wondering where everyone is, do you think you could help us?” Brooklyn 

asked hopefully. 

 “I’m sorry Ms. Conner but I don’t know what you’re talkin’ about.” He 

answered, starting the taxi. 

 “Right, wait… how do you know my name? This is creepy! I think we 

will just walk.” Brooklyn said politely. Maria started barking while Jackson 

opened the door. Mr. Bill laughed demonically. 

 “You aren’t going anywhere.” The old taxi driver said. Brooklyn 

screamed as she saw the harmless looking old man turn into a terrifying 

creature. Jackson tried kicking down the taxi door. 

 “What is happening?!” Jackson yelled, Maria jumped up to the front 

seat and tried to bite the creature. 

 “Maria don’t!” Brooklyn screamed. Maria stopped in midair, right in 

front of the creature’s face, her fur slowly turned gray and stone slowly 

started forming around her face. “Maria!” She cried. The color in Brooklyn’s 

eyes faded to white until there was nothing left. She screamed and the taxi 

disappeared, so did Maria and the man. Brooklyn opened her eyes and 

everything was black. 

 

Chapter Four 

Deaths Daughter 

 “What… what is this place?” Brooklyn whispered. 

 “Hello, glad you’re up.” A cheerful voice said, then humming was 

heard. 
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 “Who are you?” Brooklyn asked. 

 “I’m the Daughter of Death.” She sang. Combing her long, brown hair 

with her bony hands. 

 “What! I’m dead?! How am I dead?” Brooklyn screamed. 

 “You’re not dead, just dying.” The Daughter of Death pointed out 

taking her hands down to put them on her hips.  

 “How do I stop dying? I can’t die! My dad is relying on me!” 

 “Just wake up.” Deaths Daughter said, like it was obvious. Then she 

continued messing with her hair. 

 “How do I wake up?!” Brooklyn screamed, but the Daughter of Death 

was gone. “Hello?!” Brooklyn got up and started to pace. She didn’t know 

what she was walking on, and she didn’t want to find out. 

 “Brooklyn! Please… wake up!” A male voice sobbed in the distance. 

Brooklyn’s head shot up. She pinched herself and slapped herself but she 

didn’t wake up. Then, she had an idea. 

 “Fine, if my death is inevitable, just take me!” She yelled, eyes 

watering, her idea was bizarre, but it just might work. “Anytime now!” Just 

like that, Brooklyn saw Deaths Daughter. She was smiling and waved 

goodbye. 

 “Congratulations, here’s a piece of information, from me to you. Your 

grandmother… was a beautiful woman. She looked mysteriously like me. 

Also, darling, I am your grandmother.” She added, then she said “Tell your 

dad that I’m still mad at him for bringing those ants in the house.” Her 

grandmother laughed. Then she disappeared without a trace. 

 Brooklyn’s eyes shot open and she saw Jackson holding Brooklyn’s 

head up, sobbing until he had no tears left. 



 
   

18 

 “Brooklyn!” He screamed dropping her head. “Are you okay?! Are you 

breathing? Are you dead? Am I dead?!” Brooklyn didn’t respond, her mind 

was too busy. What… just happened? Grandma is deaths daughter?! I’m 

deaths granddaughter! This is messed up! 

 “I’m fine Jackson… I think.” 

 “Good,” Jackson dried his face then turned his head. He screamed. 

“Brooklyn!” Jackson turned Brooklyn’s head towards the road, three 

creatures, just like the taxi driver, were running down it at top speed. 

Brooklyn screamed and sat up, immediately regretting it. Her side hurt and 

she was gaining a headache. She yelped, half fear, half pain. Jackson stared 

at her and eventually helped her up. 

 “Thanks,” Brooklyn smiled gratefully. Jackson ran from the creatures, 

Brooklyn trailing behind. It hurt her to run so she sped walked as fast as her 

short legs would allow. She stopped and caught her breath. Then 

everything was white. 

 

Chapter Five 

ConCreek Prison 

 Brooklyn stared in awe at the light presented before her while 

Jackson’s mouth was wide open and his eyes were locked on the figure in 

the center. In the middle of all the light there was a familiar figure. Brooklyn 

thought she looked familiar but she couldn’t figure out who it was. The 

shape turned and Brooklyn saw its face. Black fur, large eyes. Maria, 

Brooklyn’s dog. The light exploded and so did all the evil creatures. 
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 “No!” Brooklyn sobbed, her dog just died, for real, right in front of 

her. Brooklyn and Jackson found themselves standing in front of a large, 

gray, brick building with an electric fence outside. A large sign was a few 

feet above the door saying ‘ConCreek Prison.’ 

  “Oh… Oh, my gosh!!” Jackson yelled, hope filling his eyes. He turned 

toward Brooklyn but she was already running inside the building. He 

followed her, sighing. She ran into one of the rooms, and then the next, 

until she found her family. 

 “Dad! Momma! Kaiden!” She screamed, light filled her eyes. She 

hugged her family, squeezing so tight they couldn’t breathe. “You won’t 

believe what happened!” She screamed, a loud crash was heard and 

Brooklyn was sitting in her bed. Sweat was collecting on her cheeks and she 

looked at her clock. It read 2:00 AM. Brooklyn sighed and wiped her face. 

Only a dream. She felt relieved and went back to sleep. 

 

 

Prologue 

The woman in front, holding the baby stumbles. The man catches 

her. The howling of hunting saber-wolves sounds as the running couple 

continue their haphazard fleeing. Scallion, the greatest water sorcerer of all 

time, cries out in pain. Her husband, Kilein, the great fire sorcerer, grunts as 

the Weight of a Thousand Deaths falls upon them. This struggling continues 

as the saber-wolves approach. The couple understand that they can’t run. 

They look at each other for the last time for years and split up. Kilein runs 

off to distract the saber-wolf pack. Scallion hurriedly, after a final kiss to the 

child’s forehead, portals the baby away. The saber-wolves come.      
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One person jeers, another throws a rock. They are all the same to 

me, bullies. They don’t understand that I am just like them, only I change 

genders. I walk home in shame, limping from the thrown rock as I do so. 

They won’t be happy. Then again, they never are. My name is Ali, and this is 

my sad story. Basically, I was adopted because my birth parents didn’t want 

a baby. My ‘adoptive parents’ picked me up and have regretted it since. 

They tell me how lucky I am to have had them come upon my disregarded 

state. They say that in repayment, I must do all of their dirty work. They 

sugar-coated that part. At the time, I did not believe that anyone in the 

world would ever want to harm me. Then again, I was four. Yes, four years 

old. I’m now seventeen. That’s thirteen years down the drain, just working 

and going to school. I keep wishing for a saving grace. I’ve been told that I 

have a pleasing face. Only the teacher in kindergarten has ever told me that. 

I’ve been told that I have hazel, color-changing eyes, short black hair that I 

cut myself, tannish skin from working in the boiling sun, a respectable 

height for both genders, and a dashing smile. I don’t do much of that 

anymore. I don’t have a reason to. All I have ever wanted was a little 

acceptance, and a friend.     
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This is the story of how a fluid transgender goes through a series of trials that 

changes both the protagonist and everyone around the protagonist. 
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BY SYRIAH BOUSQUET 
 

Chapter 1 

So What?! 
 
 

I walk to school, head bowed as usual. This still makes me a swift target. 
Please don’t hurt me. I haven’t done anything wrong. I think miserably. The 
last time I tried to stand up for myself, I got a beating that I still have scars 
from. All of a sudden, rocks start raining down, like hailstones trying for 
destruction. Right on time. I think as the bully in front starts to speak. 
 
“Hey, thought we’d be nice and give you a gift before school. You like it?” 
Eric asks. He’s the leader, and the sort of kid that is one way in front of 
adults and another in front of kids.  
 
“Come on, dude.” One of his cronies drawls. “There’s no point in this one, 
plus, I see a hot chick coming our way.” I sigh inwardly with relief. Eric can’t 
help himself when it comes to girls. I slink away before he can turn his 
attention back to me. I walk through the hallway to first block. The stares, 
as usual, are heavy enough to make me slouch lower. The day passes by 
fast. But, as I’m heading toward home, I see something that makes me lose 
my temper. Eric and his buddies are harassing a pretty-looking girl. I throw 
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my bag against the nearest tree and stalk towards them. They look up as I 
do.  
 
“Well if it isn’t the fluid transgender.” Eric grins nastily. “I don’t think you 
want to do anything, remember last time?” He’s referring to time when I 
kicked their collective butts and they squealed that I had, unprovoked, 
abused them. I had done no such thing, they had abused me. I cockily snort 
with impatience. “Well, why don’t you talk?” 
 
“So you don’t feel bad because your attitude is worse than my voice.” My 
raspy voice replies as a retort. This, to my satisfaction, seems to hit home. 
His face burns with embarrassment. “And so what if I’m a fluid transgender, 
that doesn’t mean anything.” 
 
“It means you don’t belong here.” One of the minions says. I look at the 
ground hoping the girl is getting away. Unfortunately, Eric notices her noisy 
retreat. He grabs her by her hair. She lets out a muffled screech. This makes 
my blood boil. I lash out with a swift left hook to his chin. Eric drops the girl 
and she scrambles away, tears streaming down her face. I’m too busy 
watching her get away, that I don’t realize that Eric retaliates by giving one 
of the ‘low blows’ until I automatically catch his fist with my hand. His hand 
is small and soft enclosed in my rough, huge one. He gapes, then snaps to. 
His friends surround us, throwing punches of their own. I seem to fail with 
fatigue and lack of strength, one of my favorite tactics. Then I release, when 
I’m sure their strength is failing, my own hard moves. I have wanted to do 
this for some time. My blood chills as I realize that this is enjoyable to me. I 
manage to knock Eric unconscious. The others seem staggered when they 
realize their leader is beaten. I step forward, and they scatter like leaves to 
the wind.  
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Chapter 2 
I’ve Always Wanted to Be Shouted At 

 
When I get home, my foster parents aren’t there. Good. I think with a twinge 
of good spirits. I set my messenger bag, which serves as my book bag, down 
in the floor of the living room against the wall. I start my chores. I always do 
this fast, so that I can do something else. I’ve learned to be efficient with 
the things that I have to do. Sweeping twice, washing the laundry, drying 
the laundry, organizing the books in alphabetical order, washing the 
windows, counting out my money to pay the bills, feeding the cat, polishing 
Father’s boots, resewing Mother’s buttons, finishing the embroidery that I 
‘owe’ Mother because she didn’t like the other work that I did, working for 
bill-paying and grocery money, and dusting. If I don’t do them accordingly, 
they beat me. Either with a belt or the bull whip that Mother bought from a 
farmer to keep me in order. Once I finish, I start on homework. The 
mathematical problems swim on the page making me feel as dizzy as I 
usually do. Then my foster parents get home.  
 
“Zero! Zero! You forgot to take out the trash. Do it! Now!” I painfully, and 
reluctantly, get up. I do as Father bids and catch sight of them. They’re a 
little obese, since they do absolutely nothing. They are spoilt as rotten milk 
too. Yet, they insist on me doing ‘my fair share’. I do all the work around 
here. They don’t even go to work, they go to night and day gambling! And to 
top it all off, they call me ‘Zero’. No child should hear that coming from their 
parent’s mouths. After they go to bed, I ready the house for the next day. 
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Then, exhausted, I fall onto the floor in the dark, dank, basement and fall to 
a deep slumber.     
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 3 
I Meet A Guy Named Thomas 

 
The moment that I wake up, I feel like everything might work out. Unusual. 
Especially after I got into a fistfight. I get up quickly and race toward the 
bathroom quietly, so they don’t wake. Today I am a female, not like anyone 
will care. I look in the mirror. No bruises, no cuts, no scrapes, no pain. 
Nothing. I perform the tasks for morning and walk to school, for once 
feeling that the world, and my luck, could be looking up.  
 
After fourteen minutes of walking, I reach school on time. As usual. In the 
same parking lot. With the same people. Yet, something feels off. I frown, 
and start talking to myself.  
 
“Something is off, I don’t know what, but I do know that Mr. Brosnic will 
give a month’s worth of detentions if you are late to class.” I mutter to 
myself. Then the rocks start hailing down. Right on time, if anything they do 
is. I think. Just then, a commotion is aroused. A boy with sandy blonde hair 
and bright blue eyes comes running toward the direction of the rocks. 
 
“Leave him alone! Leave him alone! Stop! You’re going to hurt him!” the boy 
yells. I feel a wave of confusion. A rock hurls past my face. The next one 
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takes a direct hit. To my nose. Blood spurts from between the fingers that I 
clamped to my face as soon as I felt it. The boy hurtles past, not even 
glancing my way. I hear muffled yelps and the boy rushes back to me. I 
expect him to race past me again, but he stops in front of me.  
 
“Are you okay?” He asks. He seems to be talking to me, but why? I have 
been trained well, don’t speak until you are asked to or told to. I hold my 
tongue, half insulted for being confused for a male, and half surprised that 
anyone found me worthy to talk to. “My name’s Thomas.” he says with a 
smile that looks as though it had been bleached. “Why would they want to 
do that? Why didn’t you stop them?” he barrels on, “Are you all right? Why is 
everyone staring?” his words become a blur after that. I realize that 
everyone is staring. I stop him from asking his twentieth or twenty-second 
question with the universal sign for stop. Thomas stops and waits for me to 
speak.  
 
“My name,” I say in a scratchy voice, like yesterday didn’t even happen. “is 
Ali, and to your second and third question, C, I’m fine, B, what’s the point? 
I’ve tried before and it got me a bucket of trouble.” He looks confused as he 
says,  
 
“What happened? If you don’t mind my prying.” he adds after a moment. I 
shrug and make a general gesture with my hands. So naturally, the city 
gossip shows up. Now usually, the gossiper is innocent in what the person is 
doing. This gossiper is not. Tanya walks up to me and says, 
 
“How did you manage to get him over here? Did you pretend to be a maiden 
in distress?” she turns to Thomas, “Do you even know what that,” she 
gestures to me, “is?”  
He nods and says slowly and carefully, “Yyyeees. He is a perrrrrsonnnn. Like 
you.” Tanya looks at me with mock disbelief, “You mean, that you didn’t tell 
him?” her eyes wide. Thomas is looking at me with curiosity in his eyes.  
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“Tell me what?” Thomas asks. Tanya smiles, knowing that she will now be 
able to share gossip. 
 
“That thing is actually a fluid transgender!” This is exclamation shocks 
Thomas. He turns to me, 
 
“Really?” I nod reluctantly, eyes downcast. “Well then, what gender are you 
now, if you don’t mind me asking. I can see that no one knows but you.” the 
surprise in my eyes must show. 
 
“Female.” I reply. His ears turn crimson. He mutters something along the 
lines of, 
 
“Sorry……. Didn’t know……. Must’ve offended you big time…..” I struggle 
to hide a grin. Tanya is looking like she was smacked in the face on her 
birthday. I have.  
 
“You don’t care that she’s a freak?” She spits. 
 
“Does it look like it?” he asks casually. She storms away. We watch her go. 
“Hey, do you want to be my friend?” The words tumble around in my head 
for a while before they register.  
 
“No.” I say in a panic. I hurry to class, leaving Thomas looking very hurt and 
confused.    
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Chapter 4 

Thomas Sees the Scars 
 

I blink away tears and step into a room that has people who have tons of 
scorn for me. I don’t know why they hate me, even though I’ve asked some 
people. Mr. Brosnic even seems to dislike me. 
 
“All right class, it is time for a game of Jeopardy.” the whole class cheers, 
except for me. I always get to sit out because ‘I don’t understand it’. Even 
the kids who actually don’t understand get to play. But because I’m 
different, I don’t get to. That sentence is basically the story of my life. This 
time, I will use the universal excuse to get me out of this nightmare. I raise 
my hand, 
 
“Mr. Brosnic? Can I use the restroom?” he scowls but nods. I get out of my 
chair and walk to the door, but before I can open it, Eric yells, 
 
“Which one?” I smile grimly.  
 
“If you want to know so badly, maybe you should be nicer.” And walk out. I 
walk down the hall towards the ladies’ room and feel bad. I acted like a jerk 
to Thomas after he defended me. I open the door. I stifle a scream. A 
slavering, menacing monster is in the bathroom. It has slimy blue-orange 
skin, spines around its neck and all down its back, dilated eyes like a cat’s, 
huge, sharp teeth, a tail like a chameleon’s, furry ears, and claws. Its claws 
look like they could go against the entire army, and win.  
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“What the……….” I murmur. I gather my courage, “What are you? Why are 
you here?” That was stupid, I think to myself, it won’t answer. But here’s the 
thing, it does. 
 
“I come with a message.” It says with a raspy, wet voice that sounds like it’s 
going down the drain with rotten things. “Your parents are still alive, as long 
as you do the right things.” I warily look on as the monster creeps closer. 
Then it leaps. I surprise myself by knowing instinctively what to do, I come 
down with full force on its head. The monster roars and I know that I have 
hit my target. I try to crawl down its neck, heading for its tail. The thing 
doesn’t have a weakness, it has a strength. That is its weakness. I race down 
its back and jump off. I land in a crouching position, waiting for the monster 
to realize it. The thing’s strength is that no one knows its name. If I can 
figure it out, I can defeat it. I don’t know where the steady stream of 
knowledge is coming from, right now, I’m concerned how to kill this beast. 
Or……. 
 
“Hey, Beast! Over here! I have a question, about your awesomeness. What’s 
your secret ambition?” The Beasrect looks at me with what I can only 
explain as disdain.  
 
“Why should I tell you?” It hisses. I quickly think of an answer.  
“Because I’m a reporter for very interesting creatures.” I reply smoothly. It 
smiles, then lashes out with its wicked claws. I manage to turn around to 
avoid it tearing my face apart. The claws instead rip viciously into my back. 
This time I scream.  
 
“Do you really think that I would fall for that? That I, a Beasrect, would fall for 
the same trick as a Fallisear?” I shake my head as I slowly creep toward its 
underside. “Any last words?” It drawls. 
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“Yes, indeed I do.” I say, reading the inscription on the underside of its tail, 
“By the power and name of Aklingtwer, I name you Kytdwer!” Kytdwer 
screams, its face melts as it speaks, 
 
“You have made a powerful enemy, but also a powerful ally. Be cautious of 
who you trust.” Kytdwer disappears. I feel a swift, but powerful sense of 
pride. Then the full force of the pain hits me like a sledge hammer. I groan, 
sliding easily to the floor. My back wet with blood, I whip off my shirt and 
begin to clean it. After getting through the first half of it, I hear a gasp. I 
stop breathing and turn around. Thomas stands in the middle of the floor, 
staring at the bloody shirt in my grip.  
 
“This is the girl’s bathroom.” I say lamely. He looks up from the shirt, malice 
on his face. 
 
“Yeah, well, maybe if I had a guide, I would not be here.” I stare at him. He 
notices my back. Another gasp. “What did you do to yourself?” Thomas 
asks, this time a little softer.  
 
“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.” I say, laughing without humor. He 
scowls. 
 
“Are you laughing at me?” He inquires menacingly. I groan, half pain, half 
annoyance. 
 
“No, Thomas. If I wanted to laugh at you, it would be because you told me a 
joke.” I say with a grimace. He nods.  
 
“Your parents must be abusive if you have so many scars.” He says 
suddenly. He grins, and not with a good intention. “I wonder what the 
police would do if they heard.” Thomas says nonchalantly. I stare at him, 



 
   

31 

wondering why he would do such a thing. It hits me. I hurt him, and nobody 
does that.  
 
“Are you going to tell the police?” I ask, “Please don’t. It would not be 
worth their time.” Thomas snorts, 
 
“I think they would be in agreement with me that child abuse is worth their 
attention.” I twist my shirt in panicky jerks. I open my mouth, and close it. 
Then I turn around, pulling my shirt on, and run. As fast as I can. I dash out 
of the school, Thomas trying to keep up. I try to lose him by taking 
surprising turns into alleys. The scenery rushes by me in a pleasing way, the 
way it always does when I go for a run. I look behind me. Thomas’ sides are 
heaving, and he is slowing. I whip my head forward and, trusting my 
instincts, run up the wall. And into the worst group of thugs in the state of 
California. The leader steps forward. He isn’t the biggest, but the worst. He 
has ears that are pierced in so many places that you can hardly see the skin, 
a bar through his nose, his arms are all tatted up, a leather biking jacket, and 
the ugliest grin.  
 
“What’s a little boy doing in our alley?” he sneers. “Not here to fight us for 
it, are you?”  
 
“For the love of the gods!” I burst out, surprising me and Tattoo, “I’m a girl! 
Burn it into the thick skulls of yours! And I am not here to fight you. I just 
want to get through.” I don’t know what’s going on with me. I think, Gods. As 
if there’s even one! Tattoo scrunches up his face as though he’s thinking, 
then replies, 
 
“A girl. Even though you do have a pretty face, I’m afraid that that the 
outburst that you just had counts as a challenge.” I realize that the gang has 
me surrounded. “I hope you can fight.” They close in, and begin to fight. 
Now, I have been through a lot of pain. I have endured physical, mental, and 
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emotional abuse. But the low blows that the gang lands, are seriously 
unconventional. And I know more. I strike back, not even sparing a bad 
feeling about the damage that I am causing. One bloke gets a left hook to 
the chin. Another gets in a headlock with me, which is pretty stupid, even 
for them. One snarls in my face, and gets knocked out.  
 
Many of them use brute force, others strategy. I use both. But five more 
take the place of any one that I knock out. And finally force me to the 
ground where they hold me, struggling, as they think about a suitable 
punishment for me. As they debate amongst themselves, I think to myself, I 
want to be away from here. A comforting place, somewhere that I can be 
myself, and not be troubled by it. Suddenly, I feel a tingling sensation. I look 
down, and gasp in astonishment. Because my legs are transparent. And the 
transparency in moving continuously up to my torso. Before I know it, the 
gang notices too. The din of cries of horror and contempt fades as the 
scenery around me dissolves. The hands that were holding me down 
disappear, and so does the ground underneath me, giving way to a 
sensation of weightlessness. For a moment I am suspended in the air, 
beauty all around me. Then the feeling wears off as I fall to the ground. 
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Chapter 5 
I Meet, Land On, Maxton 

 
I scream as gravity takes hold of my body. A crazy thought in my head 
announces that I am male. The colorful treetops whizz by me, helping me 
make the connection that I am close to the ground. Then it hits me that 
something is off, the trees! Trees aren’t aqua, or teal. They are supposed to 
be green. The tops of the unnatural trees are high up, letting me know that 
the end is near. I close my eyes, breathe in the crisp, clean air, and brace 
myself. Then, I hit something. I open my eyes, I am lying flat on my back 
with something soft underneath me. The thing groans. I leap up and whirl 
around, only to be thrown to the ground, belly down, by a very, very strong 
object. I growl in defiance. I did not fall at least twelve hundred feet, just to 
die by an object that is, given, very strong. The object grunts and turns me 
over. I stare into the face of a boy. A very good-looking boy. Oh joy, I’m 
straight, when a girl. The boy’s eyes widen as he takes in what landed on 
him. The first thing I notice is his hair. A dark brunette, almost black.  
 
“Who the Galaindsterve are you?” The boy asks incredulously in a weird 
accent. I raise an eyebrow. 
 
“Who are you?” I ask instead. He narrows his blue-green eyes at me.  
 
“How do you not know the great and powerful Galaindsterve?” He asks in 
disbelief. I try to get up, but the boy pins me down.  
 
“How do you know that I don’t know who Galandinstreve is?” I say 
suspiciously. He grins, surprising. 
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“Well, first of all, you said his name wrong. Second, your eyes show the 
truth. Third, I just made him up.” I swear inwardly. He looks alarmed. “What 
kind of vile curse was that?” He asks wildly. I look at him. 
 
“What?”  
 
“The thing that you said.”  
 
“What thing?” He looks frustrated. Then confused. He opens his mouth, 
then closes it.  
 
“You mean the thing that I thought?” He smiles sheepishly. Yeah, that. All 
sorcerers can do this ‘telepathy’ thing. And you probably can’t hear this. I’m 
talking to myself.  
 
“What do you mean? I can speak English.” An eyebrow raises. 
 
“What’s English? And you could hear me….. You’re the Lost Sorcerer!” 

 
Chapter 6 

Yeah, Right 
 

I scoff at the inane suggestion.  
 
“Yeah, and pigs are flying on wings of the angels. And porcupines can talk.” 
He nods, enthusiastic, like the behavior was normal. Wait…………… “Do 
they?” I mean it as a rhetorical question, but the strange boy, who is getting 
stranger by the minute, nods with a smile. 
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“I didn’t think that you would ever take it that easy. Oh my, and I’m the one 
that you landed on! I never thought in my twelve thousand, seven hundred 
and eighty-six years that I would be the one to greet you back to our land.” 
He stares at me with reverence. I’m sure that my jaw has hit the ground. 
 
“What do you mean?” I burst, “Pigs don’t fly, and porcupines can’t talk! 
You’re twelve thousand, seven hundred and eighty-six years old?” he just 
looks at me, now with pure shock.  
 
“Come with me.” He says, a hand outstretched. I look at him with what I’m 
sure is an expression of indignation. 
 
“You expect me to go with you, when I don’t even know your name. And we 
just met. And I don’t know where we are, so you could just be leading me to 
a trap, that ends up with me dead or eaten. I don’t feel like dying right now. 
I’m quite sure that you would understand.” He nods, as if he understands, 
then lifts me up easily and starts running.  
 
“I don’t want to do this, but you need to come with me.” 
 
“What the Sanders is going on?”  
 
“Sanders?” 
 
“Sanders!” 
 
“The lovely lady knows something that I do not. Could she, out of the 
kindness of her heart, tell me, the lowly servant, what she means?” I groan. 
 
“The only time that someone has ever thought me a girl on first sight is 
wrong about my gender, which is extremely annoying.” He stops, and sets 
me down.  
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“You’re a boy?”  
 
“Yes. At least for now.” He looks at me with confusion plain on his face. 
“I’m a fluid transgender, which means that I Switch genders. I might Switch 
gender tomorrow, or the day after. I don’t really have a pattern.” Silence. 
After a while, he says, 
 
“So that’s why your parents had to protect you. Well, that and the other 
thing.”  
 
“What ‘other thing’?” I ask furiously. He smiles and turns, beckoning with 
one hand. I follow him for a ways before he inquires, 
 
“What’s the name that you go by?” 
 
“Zero more commonly than anything else.” 
 
“That’s cruel.” I snort. 
 
“That’s one of the better things that people have called me.” 
 
“What else have people called you, Zero?”  
 
“Nothing good. That’s not actually my name.” Confusion. 
 
“Then what is?” I give him a sideways glance. He’s looking at me, curiosity in 
his eyes, terribly concealed. 
 
“Ali.” 
 
“Ali?” 
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“Yes, Ali.” 
 
“Pretty name.” He comments. I shrug.  
 
“What’s your name?” He grins widely. 
 
“Maxton. Maxton Puntana. Now that you know my name, will you willingly 
follow me?” Maxton says with a flourish and bow. I look at him with 
amusement.  
 
“Cool. And yes.”  
 
“Cool?” 
 
“An expression that people use, where I come from.” 
 
“Where do you come from? This is Cecrestia.” 
              

                                                          Chapter 7 
I Get My Hands Dirty 

 
 As we walk, Maxton and I converse in low voices. I have a feeling that he has 
the same feeling that I have, that we are about to reach something by the 
tense of his shoulders. A couple of hours later, when my feet feel like 
they’re going to fall off, and it’s nighttime, I switch genders. And as soon as I 
do, I start to hear the CLANGs of metal against metal and loud yells and 
screams. Maxton looks like he’s having his birthday early. (Not that I’d know 
anything about my birthday, I don’t even know when it is.) He rushes 
towards the horrific sounds, me in his wake. 
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We suddenly burst out into a clearing. There’s clearly a battle going on. 
Maxton grins in a way that makes my blood chill. 
 

 “το αίμα του νερού.” Maxton whispers. It sounds like hoy 
montarrow. And I understand: Waterblood. A sword seems to slither down 
his arm, and form in his hand. He races into the melee. I feel a raking pain 
down my side. An idiot with a sword just sliced my side. I retaliate by 
punching him in the jaw so hard that I heard a crack. I just broke a man’s jaw. 
I swing around and catch one in the stomach. Then one in the throat. This 
goes on and on until there are only four left: one that Maxton just finished 
with, Maxton, the guy who’s creeping up on Maxton, and me.  
 
 “Έλα εδώ τώρα.” Get over here, now. I don’t recognize my voice. I 
don’t recognize the language. The man who is creeping up on Maxton 
freezes. And turns. “Σας προκαλώ σε μια μάχη, όχι σε κόλπα.” I challenge 
you to a battle, no tricks.  
 
 “αυτό είναι όλο?” That is all?  
 
 “yse.” Yes. The man laughs maniacally. And charges. I sidestep him 
thinking, And thus, the battle has begun. I lash out, catching him in the jaw. 
He stumbles, but retaliates by throwing one of his many daggers at my face. 
I try to dodge it, but it pierces my shoulder. I look at him. He has the 
satisfied look of a man who did what he meant to do. He pulls out another 
dagger and smirks with a confidence that I wish that I had in myself. The 
battle seems to go on for ages before I finally have had enough. I swing with 
all my might, and catch him in the gut. His mouth opens to form an o of 
horror. I look down and scream. As my scream reverberates through the 
glade, the man whispers something. I lean down to hear what he is saying. 
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 “έχετε κερδίσει αρκετά.” You have won fairly. I carefully lay him 
down. “αν και νέοι, καταφέρατε να νικήσετε έναν εκπαιδευμένο 
πολεμιστή. Δεν σκέφτεσαι καν τον εαυτό σου, αλλά από τους φίλους 
σου.” Though young, you have managed to defeat a trained warrior. Not even 
thinking of thineself, but of thine friends. I open my mouth, he stops me by 
saying, 
 
 “Και έτσι, σου δώρο με αυτά τα μαγεμένα προστατευτικά. Ποτέ δεν 
με απέτρεψαν και ελπίζω ότι ποτέ δεν θα σας απογοητεύσουν, 
κυβερνήτης του πολέμου και της μαγείας.” And so, I gift thee with these 
enchanted armguards. They have never failed me, and I hope that they never 
fail you, Ruler of War and Magic. With those final words, the man dies. My 
vision blurs as tears fill my eyes. Maxton walks over to me and gives me a 
hug.  
 
 “Ολα θα πανε καλα.” All will be fine. I turn to him and sob into his 
shoulder. He holds me and gives me the armguards. I fasten them on. I 
stand up, wiping away the tears.  
 
 “I killed him.” I say it simply and flatly. Maxton nods. 
 
 “You did, but you did it honorably.” 
 
 “I killed him.” Maxton sighs. He looks at me, then the ground. 
 
 “It always hurts the first time.” He says. I nod miserably. Then slap 
myself forcefully. The pain focuses me. I stand up straight. 
 
 “ευχαριστώ.” I say. Thank you. Maxton looks puzzled.  
 
 “No one just learning the language ever learns it that quickly.” I smile 
painfully. 
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 “Yeah, well, I’m different. I always have been.” Suddenly, a terrible 
noise sounds from afar. Maxton looks panicked, then he relaxes.  
 
 “Scratch the first plan,” he says, “we’re going to Τόπος 
Εκπαίδευσης.” I want to tell him that I didn’t know the first plan. Then he 
says, 
 
 “Instead of that safe house, concealed in the woods, we’re going to a 
training camp for sorcerer warriors. The name ‘Τόπος Εκπαίδευσης’ literally 
means Place of Training.”  
 
 “Okaaaaaaaay.” I say. “Following you.” He grins, scoops me up, deaf 
to my protests, and runs. 
 

Chapter 8 
Stranger Things, And Not That Thing 

 
 After a while, Maxton puts me down to walk part of the way, run the 
rest. For ten days and nights. After the first night, we move as smoothly as a 
well- oiled machine. The minute that Maxton announces, 
 
 “We’re here.” I collapse with relief. Literally. Then Maxton falls on me. 
I don’t complain, that would be hypocritical. He gets off, then glares at me. 
 
 “After you landed on me, I thought it was just to even the board.” I 
scoff. 
 
 “As if you could get even with me.” He raises an eyebrow. 
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 “Is that a challenge?” Maxton asks with a defiant jerk of his chin. I 
only grin in response. He then jerks my arm and we tumble down the hill 
together. Only, at the last minute, I jump up and out of the way of the 
tumbling Maxton. I land on my feet, Maxton lands on his face. I stumble 
down on top of him. He groans something, along the lines of, 
 
 “Not again……… You don’t seem heavy when I carry you………. 
How come you don’t get landed on?...........” and also something 
unintelligible that I speculate is not a complement towards me. I drag him 
up to his feet. He, once on his feet, knocks me down. I pull him down with 
me. I roll over to avoid being squished by him. Laughing wildly, I jump to my 
feet and race to the entrance of the camp. And stop dead when I see the 
sign. 

 
Chapter 9 

Of All the Indignities! 
 

 
 I stare openly at the sign.  
 
 “Μόνο για άνδρες μάγους. Όλοι οι υποψήφιοι πρέπει να είναι εν 
μέρει εκπαιδευμένοι στο Warcraft.” Only for male sorcerers. All applicants 
have to be partially trained in Warcraft. “What the……..” I can’t finish the 
sentence because of the shock. I turn to him. “Male sorcerers, partially 
trained in Warcraft?” He winces. Scratches his head. 
 
 “I know it isn’t the best plan, but can you trust me? I know what I’m 
doing.” I glare at him.  
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 “You took me to a place of more killing? For male sorcerers. I can’t be 
a male the entire time.” He gives me a small grin. 
 
 “You don’t have to. They just have to think it.” I cross my arms and 
look at the ground, thinking. I reach my decision.  
 
 “You’re lucky that I’m a male today, because it’d just be weird if I 
were a female.” Maxton grins again, Takes my arm, and leads me through 
the entrance. The sorcerer there gives us forms to fill out. They include 
height, weight, OOE (Order of Efficiency), special item to bring, where from, 
and why you want to join the place. Just to name a few. The sorcerer gives 
us badges with a warning, 
 
 “You boys just entered yourself into a ruthless camp for all men. 
We’ve had girls before. It wasn’t a pretty outcome. You’ve been warned, by 
your friends and now me.” Maxton and I nod gravely. Then we step fully 
into the camp, the warning tailing us like wolves. I shiver. It was like the man 
could see right through me.  
 
 “Newbies!” A man with sea-green hair shouts at us, waving. A group 
is gathering around him. Maxton lights up like a Christmas tree.  
 
 “Oi! O’Connor! Is that you? Helji? Grdundre? Dwter? Jak? Jak, buddy, is 
that your face I see? Looks just as bruised as I remember it!” Maxton runs 
over to a guy with, in fact, no bruises visible on his face, but shocking golden 
eyes. He embraces him. The sorcerer named Jak pounds his back. 
 
 “Is that my little brother I see?” A voice booms out in the midst of the 
reunion. Maxton looks up. A broad-shouldered, white-scarred man with 
spiraling tattoos down his arms strides towards us. Maxton smiles. It 
doesn’t quite reach his eyes. 



 
   

43 

Chapter 10 
That Was Not Expected 

 
Maxton’s brother stops in front of us. He looks a lot alike his younger 
brother. Wind-blown dark, dark brunette hair, sparkling blue-green eyes, 
stance like a fighter, and the now-infamous grin. Apparently, it runs in the 
family. 
 
“Hi, Cody.” A shocked gasp fills the field as Maxton says the general’s name. 
I can infer this, because the gasps would not be there if he had not been 
important. Then there’s his stance, not only a fighter’s, but also a leader’s.  
 
 “That is Γενικός Cody to you.” The leader barks at his brother. I was 
right, general. Maxton grins, unabashed as his brother glowers at him. 
Γενικός Cody suddenly grins, too. “I knew that you would one day follow my 
footsteps to this wonderful place, little brother.” Γενικός Cody   then turns 
to me. “You are a faceless one.” He says, eyes narrowed. “I cannot trust 
you. You could be a spy, or a turncoat. You must show your worth,” Γενικός 
Cody   says with a maniacal grin, “by beating me in a Δίκαιος αγώνας.” 
Astounded gasps fill the clearing. Fair Match. I have to beat him in a Fair 
Match. Luckily, I get to choose the weapon to use. “You probably don’t 
know the rules, so-” I interrupt, 
 
 “I know the rules, but thank you for the offer.” the rules are simple. 
Knock unconscious, or draw blood, whichever comes first. No killing, 
otherwise the Offerer’s pack are allowed to kill you. The Compliant is not 
allowed to refuse, or by ancient magic shall you fall.  
 
 “Which weapon should you choose?” The Γενικός booms. I smile at 
him, dread filling my stomach.  



 
   

44 

 
 “Who needs a weapon, other than the natural ones of course?” I 
inquire, holding up my hands. Γενικός Cody roars with laughter. There’s 
already a circle of people around us. Γενικός Cody leaps, I gracefully dodge. 
The battle has begun. I dodge, leap, twist, and roll to avoid being smashed 
by the powerful Γενικός. I find an unprotected spot. I throw myself into the 
punch. My fist smashes home, into his gut. He howls with frustration, 
though I can’t see why. I find another and another until he is so tired of my 
dodging, he collapses. I stride up to him, not in the least tired, and speak, 
 
“Sorry.” I, with a single, gentle blow, knock out one of the greatest Γενικόςs 
in the world. I turn around, only to be greeted with silence and stares. Then 
a great cheer sounds. The celebration starts. It goes on for days. Maxton 
and I passed initiative. We are fully accepted.  
 
 
 
 

Chapter 11 
Did I Forget To Mention That? 

 
 The other warriors treat Maxton and I well, especially after the battle. 
Since then, they have seemed impressed, some anyways. Others are 
mocking. I have gotten to know most of Maxton’s friends, like Jak, and 
Dwter, and O’Connor, and Helji, and Grdundre, and even made one of my 
own. His name is Keion, and he lives up to his name. You know how some 
people say ‘K’ instead of ‘Okay”? Well, that is what his name means. K. He’s 
very agreeable, and took to me immediately. Though something always 
seems off when it comes to him. This is what I’m thinking about when the 
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morning bell sounds. Γενικός Coby has proven to not be trusted on some 
levels. 
  
 “Ανοίξτε τα μάτια σας!” Open thine eyes! The Γενικός bursts into the 
dormitory. After five years of this same wake up call, I am well suited for 
this. Though it is early still. “Tohrafr has just spotted the enemy. They are 
moving in. Also,” He says, “the lookout said that he spotted some Truthiers, 
so you’d better not have any secrets.” My blood chills. He was looking right 
at me when he said that. He can’t possibly know my secret, can he? This fine 
morn I’m a girl. They’ve taken to calling me Myrin. I don’t shower today. I 
hop out of the cot that serves as my bed, and shrug on my jacket. It has 
more of a decoration use than an object of insulation. On the jackets, we are 
supposed to sew on the knuckle bones of important enemies. I, myself, 
have thirty-seven. Which is impressive, considering I’ve only been here five 
years. Some here were born in this place of training. I pad to the only place 
here with food: Αίθουσα πρωινού. Which literally translates to Breakfast 
Hall.  
 
 I eat hurriedly and collect my bag and my knife belt. I might be a hand-
to-hand combat sort of person, but I’d be useless in long range. I have 
gotten good. I barely feel the twinge of pain and guilt, now. I used to sob 
myself to sleep. I hear the harken call. 
 
 “Αδελφοί, πρόκειται να ταξιδέψουμε σε ένα μέρος όπου θα 
μπορούσαμε να πεθάνουμε. Γνωρίζετε ότι είμαστε μαγεμένοι που 
μπορούν πράγματι να κοπούν. Αλλά, είμαι σίγουρος ότι γνωρίζω ότι όλοι 
θα δώσατε πρόθυμα τη ζωή σας για την αιτία μας. Τώρα, ας περάσουμε 
στο πεδίο της μάχης, εκτός αν υπάρχουν πιο σημαντικά πράγματα;” 
Brothers, we are about to journey to a place where we might die. Know that 
we are sorcerers that can, indeed, be felled. But, I rest assured knowing that all 
of you would willingly give your lives for our cause. Now, let us march to the 
field of battle, unless there are more important matters? The Γενικός looks 
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around in the midst of laughter. “Καλός. Κανείς δεν θα φύγει και δεν θα 
επιστρέψει χωρίς ζημιά. Δεν είμαστε αθάνατοι. Μετακομίζω.” Good. None 
shall leave and not return unharmed. We are not immortal. Move out. And out 
we march in smooth columns, me next to Maxton.  
 
 Several days later, we reach the battle field. And fall. Because arrows 
are being shot from tense bows, bows that have been waiting for us. The 
veterans of the field leap up and permanently stop them. Γενικός Cody 
looks at all of us furiously.  
 
 “Who has betrayed us?” He rumbles. None answer.  
 
 “Nihil enim prodiderat te sanguineum unus.” Oh, gods. None have 
betrayed you, Bloody One. Latin. A dark figure steps out of the shadows. A 
Truthier. Then, before I can blink, the battle has begun. A hideous creature 
falls beneath my hands. A Truthier follows. In the middle of the field, 
Maxton swings Waterblood like oiled lightning. Scything down the other 
side, I make my way to him, leaving a clear path behind me.  
 
 “Are you trying to die?” Roars Maxton. He stabs a Sythian demon 
down as the tide suddenly turns. For the better, surprisingly. It’s too good to 
be true. I think absent mindedly. Just then the same Truthier that spoke to 
Γενικός Cody is in front of me, blocking my view of my leader. Its eyes 
glisten with infinite knowledge.  
 
 “Stab me.” It says, “In the heart, please.” In one of the stupidest 
moments of my life, I comply. It isn’t written that anything bad will happen 
if you kill a Truthier. Then again, if you listen to any demon, you’re daft. It 
grins maniacally, and screams out my secret. “THIS ONE IS NOT WHO HE, 
SHE, SEEMS TO BE!” It roars, “THIS MONSTROSITY IS ACTUALLY A FLUID 
TRANSGE-” I break his neck before he can spout any more secrets. The men 
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all look at me. Then they advance. Γενικός Cody stares at me with all the 
intensity of the Truthier whose neck I snapped.  
 
 “Is this true, Myrin?” Γενικός Cody inquires softly. I look at him, then 
at who have become my comrades.  
 
 “Yes.” I say regretfully, but not fearfully. The murmuring of the other 
men starts up. I glance at Maxton out from the corner of my eye. 
 
 “Maxton, this, this thing came with you. Did you know what it was?” 
The Γενικός had turned to his brother to confront him. I also turn to 
Maxton. He straightens. 
 
 “Yes, I did. And I don’t regret it. If Ali had the guts to beat you-” Cody 
interrupts him. 
 
 “Wait, Ali? That is your name? What have you not lied about?” He asks. 
 
 “I am a guy. About half the time. I’m a fluid transgender. Which means 
I change gender about every day. Right now I’m female. I’m different from 
other fluid transes because I really change. Like, everything changes. My 
name is Ali, whether you like it or not.” Cody draws his sword. He advances, 
like he wants me to back down. I stand strong. He glowers at me. 
 
 “You don’t deserve the honor of the training camp. Die scum!” He 
swings wildly, and misses.  
 
 “Είμαι σκόνη και σκιά.” I am dust and shadow. I say and strike, he falls 
surprised. He’s not unconscious, not dead. Just stunned at my lightning 
quick reflexes.  
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 “Ali, please don’t kill him.” Maxton pleads. I make a face at him that 
says, As if. He grins, relieved. Cody jumps up.  
 
 “To prove yourself, you must do a task for me: defeat the Σκοτισμός 
των δαίμων.” I gaze at him, sure that the shock written across my face is 
truly there. I have to defeat the one army of beasts that no one has ever 
beaten before, aptly named Monstrosity of Demons. “And because I’m a 
generous man, and he brought you here, I’m entrusting the safety of my 
little brother to you. To aid you on your quest.” Maxton steps forward. 
 
 “That’s the second plan.” He says, and steps back. I nod. 
 
 “When do we leave?” I inquire.  
 
 “Immediately.” The Γενικός answers. I nod again, motion to Maxton 
and start to run, my partner at my heels.     
  
      
     
 
 

Chapter 12 
A Little Demonic Acid to Sweeten the Deal? 

 
Maxton and I walk for many days, then reach a town. When we enter, we 
immediately go to the tailor’s and get new clothes. Then, we go to a smith’s 
shop and trade for new weapons and armor. Then we get food. We had to 
ration our food so much, that we were limited to a cracker per day. We wolf 
down our food. It is the best thing I have ever tasted. We rent a room. I 
sleep on the floor, Maxton sleeps on the other side of the bed. In the morn, 
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I get up, still female, and pad to the bathroom to take a shower after I wrap 
a towel around me securely. I open the door, close it.  
 
“Maxton!” I yell. He comes running, Waterblood in hand. 
 
“What! What! Is it a demon attack? Is it one of the Fates? Is it the lady down 
the street at Oilunyt’s? Is it Jak? Is it a pixie? Is it my mother?” He asks, 
glancing around, as though his Ma would come from around the corner with 
a whip in hand. I stare at him.  
 
“No.” I say slowly. “There’s a man in the bathroom.” His eyes widen. He 
goes in.  
 
“What the crap!” I hear the sound of a knife being drawn. I step in. There, in 
the middle of the room, Maxton stands, face to face with himself. The boys 
stare at me. I realize how I must look. Long, black hair, hazel eyes, long legs, 
towel wrapped around me. I walk out, change into clothing, and walk back 
in. They’re still staring at me.  
 
“Something wrong?” I ask them. They shake their heads in an identical 
manner and look at the floor. I smile and point to the one who looks like 
Maxton. “Who are you?” He grins, obviously happy to be recognized.  
 
“I’m Dexter, your friend here’s twin brother. You can call me Dex.” I cross 
my arms, and walk up to him. Smile, and say, 
 
“Why all the emphasis?” I ask sweetly. He opens his mouth, but I interrupt 
him, 
 
“Nope, off topic. Why are you here? Why are you in the bathroom? What do 
you want?” He looks at me like I might actually be worth his attention.  
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“Well, you are on a mission to destroy the undestroyable. So I’m here to 
help you. I will give you what everyone wants me to give them: advice.” I 
give Maxton a look that asks, Is he serious? He nods. Dexter grins and says, 
“If you come by the leader, snap her neck. Nothing else, just break her 
neck.” Then he disappears. As does the rest of the charming little bathroom. 
We’re in the middle of a clearing that stretches as far as the eye can see. 
There’s only one thing blocking my view of the far off trees that suddenly 
appeared. Monsters and Demons. Maxton draws Υδατικό αίμα and I slide 
up my sleeves. The battle begins. Monsters everywhere, blood and demon 
acid too. The battle turns wild, I tear and punch and hook jaws. The demons 
seem to replenish themselves. Maxton suddenly screams. I jerk myself 
around and scythe my way to him. I take one look at him, scoop him up and 
carry him to a tree. I wish that you could be safe here, Maxton. I think. A 
protective barrier springs up. I have no time to question this happening. I 
slide Maxton into a nook in the branches. I run, not knowing where, just 
cutting down my enemies and running. I find her in the middle of the 
clearing. The Vampire Queen. Just as people said she’d look. Young and 
beautiful, bloody and terrible. I race up to her. 
 
“Herinjia, Queen of Darkness, I name thee. And you Kytdwer.” I add. “I 
challenge you to a one-on-one duel.” I announce. “For the cure of your 
poisoned blades and arrows.” She laughs cruelly and nods, striding into a 
circle of onlookers. Kytdwer curls his tail behind me.  
 
“What is your command?” He asks dismally.  
 
“Make sure that these rabble don’t interfere, then your service is over.” The 
Beasrect looks surprised. 
 
“That is all?”  
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“Yes, now do it!” I snap. He turns into a shield. I face the Queen. She lashes 
out at me. I dodge. I strike back. She reciprocates by throwing a knife. This 
continues until I grow tired of her tricks. I use one of my own, one that I had 
used on those bullies so long ago. I pretend to be fatigued. The Queen falls 
for it. I lash out and, remembering Dexter’s words, snap her neck. The 
resounding SNAP! echoes through the clearing. The Demons gather and 
begin to wail. Kytdwer hisses and disappears. I take the bottle of antidote 
from the Queen, and run as fast as I can to the tree with Maxton in it. I climb 
up onto the nook with him and force-feed him the potion. He is healed 
immediately. I watch as the pallor drains from his cheeks, which take on 
their usual rosy sheen.  
 
“Hey, Ali. Did I miss the battle?” He sounds disappointed. I nod, unable to 
speak. I open my mouth, but get interrupted by Maxton gasping. He points 
to behind me. Two glowing figures are coming closer to me. They take form. 
Into the shape of my parents. My mother smiles through her tears. Joy? 
Sadness? I realize that I don’t care. My father looks proud as he crosses his 
arms in the familiar gesture that is usually portrayed by me. I look at them, 
and know, without hearing them, what they are asking. And what I did. I 
killed my own sister. I feel depression wash over me for a split second. Then 
it dissipates. Their knowledge flows through me. I realize that I have been 
drawing on the reservoir of my parents’ knowledge. I learn that all sorcerers 
have all the knowledge of their parents when they are first born.     
 
“I forgive you.” I whisper. They smile and dissolve. Along with Maxton, the 
clearing, the dead, and the demons. I find myself at the place where I grew 
up, in the clothes that I wore into battle. I race to a mirror. I look the same 
as the other land, Cecrestia. I smile grimly. The door opens. People’s voices 
stream in, I hear the high pitched voices of my foster parents. Let me go 
greet them for the last time. I think to myself. I stride into the room, in full 
armor, blood and all. 
The adults look at me as though I just stepped out of a book.  
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“Dear one!” My foster mother cries, fake tears running down her face. I 
stop her from hugging me.  
 
“Don’t even pretend anymore.” I say stiffly. “It’s just ridiculous. I’m moving 
out.” I say, “So don’t even try to stop me.” 
 
“Or else what?” My foster father asks. I smile and hold up my bloodied 
hands. Gasps fill the room. I stride out. Ready for a new start. 

 
 

Epilogue  

 
I walk into my new apartment, smiling at the job offer that I just got. I close 
the door. I see a familiar face.  
 
“Maxton!” He grins.  
 
“I know, right? You can finally return the favor. Show me your world. But 
first, get a haircut.” 
Laughter bursts out of me as I realize that my life just got even better. 
Because I get to share it with my best friend. 
 
 
 I’m telling you this for a reason, my words are true. And I plan to see the 
land of my birth again. Someday.  
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  T’CHADA AND 
THE DARKNESS 

  This is the story of how a fluid transgender goes through a 

series of trials that changes both the protagonist and the everyone around 

the protagonist. 

By Syriah Bousquet 
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PROLOGUE  
 

T’Chada seems as if he is a man but he has powers no one can 

imagine. He has the beard of a warrior and has a powerful and willing soul 

to help him pave the way to success. He doesn’t know who his descendants 

are the thought of his parents’ death or what caused it was a mystery. He 

knew was that it wasn’t from old age and he had to figure out how. His 

parents are the descendants of the Darkness that terrorized the small town 

and killed many people. When the Darkness died it fell upon the people they 

don’t need to hide anymore, and rejoiced because a baby was born that day 

and his name was T’Chada.   

CHAPTER ONE  
His parents died shortly after his 19th birthday, he was very fond of his 

mother, Suri, and his father, he found can be absurd at sometimes, but he 

still loved him. He looked frazzled at the sight of a mother and her daughter 

screech in terror and ran away. He didn’t know what was going on. He went 

on to talk to his neighbor, M’Acoo, he is the wise and knows everyone in the 

town. As soon as he got there he knew something weird was happening and 

found a pot that had a painting of him on it, he asked M’Acoo what this was 

and said,” All you should know is that it is not you it is me as a young man 

your age.” T’Chada told the old man about what had happened earlier that 

day. He answered with a weird look and said,” I don’t know what you want 

to tell or ask me about other than I know you want answers, I can’t answer 

your question but I know who can.” 
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CHAPTER TWO 
 “I don’t know why M’Acoo told me to go here to find this guy it is a 

place with no people at all,” T’Chada exclaimed doubtfully. He got scared as 

a tabby cat jumped out in front of him and said,” Good evening, you look 

like you are trying to find someone, who are you looking for anyway?” He 

stared open mouthed at the cat and paused then answered,” Um, I am 

looking for Serseis the almighty.” The cat replied,” Well you have found him, 

I am the all knowing, the almighty tabby, Serseis. Might I ask, what’s your 

name?” He replied,“  I am T’Chada I am not great I am not the almighty or 

powerful.” “You might not be powerful or great, you are a warrior, a 

survivor, and you are grieving the recent death of your parents,” Serseis 

replied in a powerful manor. “How do you know this about me,” T’Chada 

questioned. “I am the all knowing, NO DIP! Serseis boomed with the sound 

of thunder. “Why did you come to me?” “I came to ask why did my parents 

die they were not ill nor were they old.” “I can’t answer that question we 

have to journey to the land of the dead to figure that out.” “Then what are 

we waiting for lets go,” T’Chada answered.  

CHAPTER THREE  
They set off to the land of the dead. Serseis pulled out a map and pointed at 

Hangman’s Tree and said that the land of the dead was a bit past that. 

T’Chada said,” We have to go through Mermaid Lagoon if we want to get 

there as soon as possible.” They will need to go through Mermaid Lagoon if 

they want to get there safe and not face many challenges including, 

Mermen who will harm you for the fun of it, the scopedian who will rip you 

apart piece by piece, and last the Skerial twins who are known for their very 
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aggressive behavior. Then, they would need to answer one of the worlds’ 

hardest riddles that was drafted by Benjamin Franklin. 

 

 

 

 



 
   

57 

CHAPTER FOUR  
T’Chada and Serseis made it to Mermaid Lagoon and are taking a boat they 

found at the bank of the lagoon. They are almost there then a horrible 

sound pinged in their ears and saw that in the water under them was the 

scopedian and it can up out of the water and bit the boat straight in half. 

They swam like they had never swam before well T’Chada did Serseis just 

floated over the water. They made it over to the shore and sat there for a 

second and reflected on that they could have died, and just went on ready 

to face the next challenge that was awaiting for their arrival. A couple of 

hours later they came to a stop and surprisingly saw Hangman’s tree.                                                                                                                                            

CHAPTER FIVE 
They found a bridge and T’Chada knew from stories he had heard as a child 

that there was a grumpy old troll that lived under the bridge but instead of a 

troll there was a unicorn but it looked all buff and all tatted up with cool guy 

tattoos. They came up to the unicorn and asked,” Umm… Hi To pass do we 

have to answer the riddle or is that a stereotype,” T’Chada asked. The 

unicorn said,” It is a stereotype but not to all people or beings who own a 

bridge but I do that so the riddle is and you only get three chances so if you 

guess all three incorrectly I will let have to kill you if you guess correctly I will 

let you across and let you go to the land of the dead, when you do not know 

what I am, then I am something, but when you do know what I am then I am 

nothing. What am I.” “Umm… is it a cookie?” “Of course not it is not a 

cookie, that is strike one,” the unicorn boomed.“ “Is it a cloud,” Serseis 

asked. “Not even close, that is two strikes, oh and I forgot to tell you that 

you get one clue to the riddle.” “I would like to use the clue,” T’Chada 

answered. “Very well then, the clue is, I said it just a few seconds ago.” “Is it 
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a clue,” T’Chada who was guessing wrongly. “ Wrong once again that is 

three strikes and you’re out, hmm… I wonder how I am going to eat you 

pulled, seared, fried, mmm.. Fried human and uh cat sounds delicious.” With 

the fear in T’Chada’s eye the bufficorn, ha see what I did there cause he is a 

buff unicorn okay back to the story, the bufficorn picked up T’Chada and 

Serseis and took them under the bridge. T’Chada saw that there was a tiny 

abode that was built like an amateur and the unicorn took them inside and 

saw a humongous deep fryer that was filled to the top with castor oil…       
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School Poem From the Students 

                                                                          By Sydney Rearick 

Holding the book took strength 
Reading the book took thought 

And has tremendous length  
 

I told her that I was just too sleepy 
But she never believed  

That the homework was just too hard for me 
 

The answers are fake 
Doesn’t bother me 

It’s not like I would cheat 
I’m Pre- Ap 

 
I don’t go to parties 

I don’t hang out with friends 
Not if I wanted to go to college 

 
I have too much homework 

So no, I couldn’t read  
I’m sorry if I had a worksheet to complete 

 
I argued and sobbed  

“I didn’t get to bed at all” 
Please allow for me to make it up today  

 
I may be crying 
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Cause yes, you never taught me this 
So let me ask a friend  

Please understand 
Teachers I had no choice 

My parents want me in this class 
I don’t know what my future is 
I don’t know what job I want 

Crying 
Depression 

Anxiety  
Normal 

Pull an all-nighter 
Maybe one more cup of coffee 

My friend still has better grades than me 
 

They never study 
They never do extra credit 

Never paying attention 
 

Unlike me 
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My Tears 

By Sarah Dawn Bolin 

 

My tears define me 

They show my weakness 

My pain I hide 

Behind a smile 

Of a thousand tear 

A thousand regrets 

A thousand thoughts 

 

Thoughts 

I don’t want 

I can’t think about 

You’re too young they say 

But is depression an age 

Can’t you just tell them 

Stop being depressed 

 

Anxiety 

I’m overflowing 

My emotions are changing 

Thoughts are rushing 

My hands in my hair 

Screaming Crying 

I need help 
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Counseling 

Talking to her 

Twice a week 

That’s why I never stop 

Talking every day 

In class or not 

Because one day 

I’m scared 

That no one will be there 

I will have no one to talk to 

That I will be alone 

 

Smile 

Shows a thousand words 

It tells a story 

Because 

Behind a smile 

My pain I hide 

They show my weakness 
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  Sam Hoefner 
 

Would you really want to dedicate hours of time daily 
and thousands of dollars annually to take care of something 
that is not necessary? You should not own a pet because it 
requires loads of time and money, it can damage your 
household, and you could become too attached to your pet.  

To begin with, owning a pet requires money. This can 
vary depending on what pet you own, but the average 
amount of money that U.S citizens spend on their pet is about 
$126 per month. In one year, this can add up to 1,500 dollars 
per year. However, many people own more than one pet, 
sometimes even five! This would be a total of $7,500 per year! 
It doesn’t end here though, many people keep buying more 
pets even after their original ones die, therefore, a person 
could spend well over $20,000 on pets in their lifetime. 
Additionally, you also waste time: An average pet, such as a 
dog, requires up to 2 hours of attention daily. This factor is 
also a variable depending on what type of pet you get, but 
ALL pets require maintenance. Imagine what you could do if 
you had an extra 2 hours a day to be productive: You could 
finish your homework, you can study for a quiz, you can talk 
with your Australian grandmother, you can work out, you 
can take a nap, the list is endless. Most pet owners own a pet 
for 10 – 20 years, this would add up to 14,600 hours gone, 
never to be relived. To put this into more understandable 
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terms, you just lost about 608 days, or 1.6 years of your 
lifetime. 
 Next, pets are notoriously known for damaging 
households and furniture, especially dogs and cats. Here are 
some examples of what pets can do to your household: 
Ripping and damaging of walls and wallpaper, damage to 
cabinets, damage to tables, damage to kitchen ware such as 
plates and dishes, damage to lawn (if pets urinate), and 
damage to gardens. That is only a list of damages directly to 
your household. Pets such as dogs and cats can also bring 
unwanted critters into the household that have been hiding in 
their fur. Not to mention that your neighbors can become 
extremely annoyed at your dogs barking. Nobody wants to 
wake up at 6:00 A.M. in the morning because some dog was 
angry at a squirrel! Pets can also flare up allergies in visitors 
and yourself. Finally, let’s not forget that owning a pet that 
has fur or hair can quickly cover your floors and furniture in 
hairs, this will then spread to your clothes and makes a very 
uncomfortable experience. This is not even the end of it, think 
about all the money you will be using to REPAIR the 
furniture and things in your house and surroundings. It does 
not take only $20,000 it takes to successfully own a pet. 
Owning a pet also requires an extra $2,000 – $4,000 for house 
repairs and maintenance. 
 Last but not least, people tend to become too attached to 
their pets, sometimes people start to value pets more than 
their fellow humans. When your pet dies, it’s normal to be 
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sad, but not to the point where you are literally grieving as if 
your mom, dad, and sister died. Not to say that you shouldn’t 
love your pet. In fact there have been recent reports of suicide 
because of the loss of a loved pet. Owners still buy pets even 
when they know that they will be shocked and worse than 
they were when they didn’t have the pet. Why buy a pet if 
you know that you’re going to be depressed when it dies? 
 If you consider all of these factors, is it really worth 
buying and owning a pet? Buying a pet comes with 
responsibilities, challenges, and requirements that include 
wasting tens of thousands of dollars, wasting many hours per 
day, dealing with damage to your home, and the depression 
that you may have when your pet dies. Is a pet really worth 
it? Probably not. 
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Welcome     

By India Cox     

More awake 
Alive 
Like a Saturday afternoon 

Chaotic and busy 

You can practically hear 

the bees in the hive 

Buzz 

More people bring variety 

A mixture of all 

Activity nonstop 

The cool breeze and light 

drizzle of rain 

The bright lights of the 

city as you look up 

The sunrise towers over 

the skyline 

Good morning and 

good night  

But overall 

Welcome to D.C. 

My Shadow       

By India Cox      

The dark hidden figure 

No face or characteristics 

Is it me? 

Or is that just what I see 

Black and roaming 

Trying to escape 
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Ode To the Beach     

By India Cox      

Bright sunrises  

Vibrant colors 

The splash of sudden waves 

The swift breeze as it takes your mind away 

To a time that marks memories 

As you walk on the boardwalk late at night 

All your responsibilities go away 

The creases of sand mold to your feet 

The sun goes down, the wind blows out 

And your cognizance starts to swish away 

The scent of all the restaurants as you pass by 

The remembrance of the days that have passed bring a tear to your eye 

You think about how in a week it’ll all be gone 

Tan lines, salty air, and the waves of your hair 
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Where I’m From  

By India Cox 

 

I am from my mom’s homemade roast with chunks of juicy steak, buttery 

potatoes, and carrots 

I am from fried bologna sandwiches with my dad on the weekends. Eating cookie 

dough with my 

Mamaw and playing card games. My Mimi wrapping me in a towel after a warm 

bath as she sits me in 

front of the fire. 

Lunch dates with my mom at Panera Bread (I always got broccoli, cheddar soup). 

Windows down, 

sunglasses, and the sound of Bruno Mars cruising not knowing what life had to 

bring. 

Stuffed animals, my favorite sock monkey. 

Colorful leaves as I looked up cluelessly. Cars go by. I sit in my front yard laying 

on a red bordered 

rainbow towel licking a banana popsicle. The pavement I fell down multiple times 

leading to the wall I 

would balance on and imagine I was crossing the grand canyon on a thin line. 

I am from “suck it up buttercup”, “you’ve got the best of both worlds kid, use it”, 

“the sun will come out 

tomorrow bet your bottom dollar” 

I am from Hannah Montana, The Jonas Brothers, Selena Gomez, and Justin 

Bieber 

I am from blowing bubbles in my front yard. 

I am from sweet tea and Root beer floats 

I am from rolling mountains and hidden valleys in Roanoke, VA 

 

And till this day I am from talks with my dad about tips on life “Don’t make the 

same mistakes I did, be 

better than me, and make your family proud.” 
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                                                          Buying A Pet 
                                                                  By Adam Cochran 
 
     Buying a pet is a life changing decision. It is the right decision 

because they are a good source of exercise, it helps you with 
mood and stress, and last but not least it helps with social skills. 
 First, it is a good source of energy. You can walk your dog 

around the neighborhood. You can get your exercise for you and 
your pets, not too many people in America get the right amount 
of exercise. You need at least an hour of exercise a day. You can 

play with your pet, which can be pretty funny sometimes. They 
will love you if you play with them. That is one way to gain their 

trust. Also, you can chase them around. A lot of pets like to run 
around, it is a good substitute for walking your pet if it is a rainy 
day. It is a good way to get burn the calories you eat, especially 

on holidays. 
 Next, it helps reduce stress and help lighten your mood. It 

is especially good for those teenagers, because I know that a lot 
of them have a bad mood most of the time. You can pet them. It 
is always nice to go home and see your pet waiting for you at the 

door. They will always love you and be there for you. Also, they 
are always happy. Even if you are sad they will be happy. It helps 
you get through tough times, just to see someone happy. They 

will always love you. Even if you had a bad day or you didn’t do 
too good at work, or got a bad day at school none of that matters 

to your pet. Nothing can break the bind and love you have with 
them. 
 Finally, it helps with social skills. They are good to practice 

with, you can be friendly with them by feeding them or buying 
something like a cat tree for your cat, or a bone for your dog. You 
can bring your dog outside and through the ball around for them 

to get. You can also talk to them. You can have a conversation 
with them even though they can’t talk back. Sometimes it feels 
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like they actually understand you too. You can practice your pick 
up line that you made for the person you like as well. You can 

practice your tone and how to handle things in a certain 
situation. You can also just be nice to them. You can try not to 

get angry at them if you are mad. You can also tell them what 
happened that day if you are sad, that helps a lot. It is good to 
tell someone and not keep it to yourself. 

 In conclusion, it is a life changing decision to buy a pet. It is 
a source of exercise, source, helps with mood and stress, and 
helps social skills. It is a great decision. Once you get one you 

will not regret it. There are some responsibilities that come with 
it but it is worth it. Now go to the adoption center and get that 

pet.  
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By Alexis Diaz 
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Autumnal Memories 

                                                   By Tania Lexima 
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Ode to Virginia 

Bella Cavicchio 

Ode to Virginia 

All the mountains high in the 

sky 

Hiking, biking, and many 

more 

Outdoor activities all 

throughout the day 

 

Bright blue sky 

Beautiful weather 

The mountains are beautiful 

and blue 

Beautiful throughout the year 

 

The roads could be curvy 

But we don’t mind 

 

The nights are amazing 

When all you see are the 

bright stars 

Shining through the trees 

 

My Place 

By Bella Cavicchio 

 

My place is an oasis 

With waves crashing 

down into the ocean 

with a salty breeze 

 

It’s quite luxurious and 

live 

Like a palace 

The warm sand between 

your toes 

With the water 

splashing onto your feet 

 

The action is in the 

evening outside in the 

sun 

It’s a main stream full of 

people 

Yet it’s still clam as can 

be 

My place is 

 the beach 
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By India Cox 
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Spring Has Come 

By Lily Swanson 

Flowers bloom, no more leaves fall 

New leaves grow leaving no brown at all 

Birds tweet, hummingbirds hum 

This is how we know spring has come 

Spring has come and April is near 

April brings rain but that’s not to fear 

Rain brings hydration and growth and strength 

This how we know spring has come 

Not too hot and not too cold 

The prefect temperature, that what is told 

Playing outside is such a joy 

This is how we know spring has come 

As temperature warms, bees buzz 

Little children blowing dandelion fuzz 

I watch kids play outside in the spring breeze 
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Magic in a Short Story 
                                          By Elise Moseley 

1 
Sadie was curled up under her blankets hiding from the snow 

storm raging outside. She had her notebook and pen with her and was 
writing furiously. The soft sound of her pen scratching on the paper 
was soothing and tranquil. Soft blankets rubbed against her skin 
comforting her as she wrote. Sadie was creating a remarkable 
protagonist, a hero full of bravery courage and fearlessness, someone 
she wished she could be like. She closed her eyes as tears started to 
fall as she remembered the events earlier in the day.  

 Sadie had arrived home tired after another day of being bullied. 
Kids at school teased her about her parents, her clothes, how she 
always carried her notebook, about how shy she was, and how she had 
no friends. The flurry of snow had just started outside, but inside her 
house was a tempest was roaring. Her parents were in the middle of an 
intense argument and she knew the divorce would be coming soon. The 
idea of a divorce had been in the air for a while but Sadie had noticed 
an increase in fights and disagreements in the last few months. She 
walked in the front door and they both fell silent.    

“Sadie-“her Mother started  
“I’m going to my room.” Sadie interrupted, she couldn’t listen to 

them argue and then apologize to her. She turned to walk up the stairs 
but glanced behind her as her foot landed on the first step. Her Parents 
were glaring daggers at each other like she had never been there. Sadie 
sighed and climbed the stairs to her room, shutting the door, and her 
parents, behind her. She threw down her backpack and huddled under 
her covers with her notebook and pencil.  

Sadie opened her eyes wiping away the tears. She poked her 
head over her fort of blankets and watched the uncontrolled blizzard 
raging outside. Waves and waves of snow slammed into her window 
shaking the frame and rattling the glass. The overhead lights flickered 
on and off before going out; sending her room into blackness. Sadie 
groaned and got up to grab her little clip-on reading light, she attached 
it to her notebook and continued writing. Her pencil scratched the 
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paper in a rhythmic motion and one by one words flowed onto the 
paper, it started like this, 

It was a clear night with no clouds to cover the shining moon and 
stars. It was quiet and peaceful as the world should be. But that peace 
was about to be disturbed. A warrior stood in front of the giant, fearless. 
The young warriors braid flew behind her in the wind and she flicked 
her gleaming sword preparing to strike, her Ice blue eyes were hard with 
determination and bravery. The giant, in contrast was a huge hulking 
shadowy figure with indistinct shifting features. But the one feature the 
Warrior could see clearly was the massive steel mace in the giant’s left 
hand. It had spikes as big as she was and it shined dully in the 
moonlight.   
 

Sadie tapped her pencil against her mouth thoughtfully, 
thinking about what to write next. Then, she had it, her pencil touched 
the paper once again and began to write.  

The giant swung his mace up and over its monstrous head 
preparing to slam in down upon her. She moved to the side running at 
the giant like a cheetah. Using her blade as a javelin she threw it at the 
giant watching as it lodged in his leg. She jumped, using the sword as 
leverage she swung up ascending the giants back like a rock wall. The 
warrior clung on as the giant tried to claw at her, she yelled in his ear, 

“Give up! I am the hero!”  The giant fell to his knees dropping his 
weapon. He gradually crumbled into dust and was swept away on the  
breeze of dawn. The warrior looked to the horizon seeing the sun rise 
above the mountains. A warmth flowed through her and it wasn’t 
because of daybreak. She was a hero, she was strong and courageous 
and wonderful just the way she was.   
Sadie read over her short story and realized, without meaning to, she 

had based the story off of her life. She was the hero and the giant was all 
the people who had ever picked on her. Sadie realized right then those 
people didn’t matter and she shouldn’t let them bother her. Sadie was 

the hero of her own story. She looked out the window and saw an 
incredible creation of nature not a raging snow storm. Sadie fell asleep 
smiling knowing that there were heroes everywhere and she was one of 

them. 
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Shadow 

By Vivianne Berry 

It follows me everywhere 

It won’t go away 

It blocks light from the sun 

It gets bigger and smaller 

It likes to copy me 

It looks like me but it’s not me 

It’s a dark version of me 

It lacks emotion 

It’s a hollow shell 

But that makes sense 

It is after all… A shadow 
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By Mackenzie Harris 
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My soul 

By Isaiah Swanson 

 

My soul is boisterous 

My soul dreams of clouds 

My soul soars like a chicken 

Trying To reach new heighTs knowing i can’T 

My soul won’T give up 

My soul moves like a mountain 

Standing still and taking everything that hits it 

I am determined 

My soul is kind 

My soul smells likes lime 

My soul feels like fuzz, soft and warm 

My soul is laughing 

I am comedic 

My soul is crazy 

My soul look like a happy ant 

My soul travels for miles 

I am content  

 

 

 

 



 
   

81 

 

 

 

THE STEAK 

By Isaiah Swanson 

THE STEAK 

SMOOTH AND SILKY 

ALMOST THERAPUTIC 

I RUB IT AND THE SOFTER IT FEELS 

THE aroma fills the air 

i’M dizzy 

The atmosphere takes over 

I take my fork and knife 

Hesitantly I stab the meat 

I take a bite 

I fall 

The flavor is abundant 

Flushing down my throat 

And I drift to sleep 

I wake up 

BuT iT’s gone 

The steak 
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My Soul 

By Siena Iademarco 

My soul is caring 
My soul dreams about happiness 

My soul soars like an eagle looking for prey 
My soul moves like a horse galloping with its herd 

I am careful, but bold 
 

My soul is joyful 
My soul smells like fresh mint 

My soul feels like a warm summer breeze 
My soul is determined 

I am silly, but serious when needed 
 

My soul looks like a rainbow after a storm 
My soul runs like a kid chasing a balloon 

My soul travels around the world 
I am shy, but outgoing 
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My Soul 
By Peyton Henson 

 
My soul is calming 

My soul dreams about the sandy beach 
My soul soars like white seagulls 
My soul moves like ocean waves 

I am peaceful 
 

My soul is happy 
My soul smells like daisies 

My soul feels like fluffy puppy fur 
My soul is crazy 

I am colorful 
 

My soul is complexed 
My soul looks like a maze 

My soul runs like a cheetah 
My soul travels bumpy 

I am confusing 
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Spring 

 By Wyatt Smith 

Spring, the days of pollen. 

All day, I sneeze. 

But the lack of cold and breeze, 

Makes it all up. 

Soon, there will be bloomed trees and pools. 

No more being pail and darkness. 

Spring brings tan, and light. 

Playing outside all day. 

Good bye to slushy snow. 

And welcome to warmth. 

Spring. 
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   My Heroes 
                                                               By Elizabeth Simkins
  
My Doctors are my biggest heroes. I have been injured many 

times, and that means lots of doctors. These people are the 
sweetest, most understanding people I’ve ever met. They make 
my day. When a new doctor enters my life I feel grateful that 

there are this many different doctors around for me to see. 
 Dr. Chandler, an orthopedic, was one of my first doctors. 
The summer between 4th and 5th grade, I was at my 

grandparents’ house and fell in their front yard. A week later 
when I got home, my mom saw me struggling to hold my book 

and got worried. The next day we went for an X-ray and saw it 
was broken. They put my arm in a splint, and told me they’d 
have an opening in about two weeks to cast it. Later that night I 

met Dr. Chandler at my swim team pictures. He told me to come 
in tomorrow at Carillion Orthopedic and he would put it in a cast 

for me and that it would take six weeks to heal. Now my wrist is 
stronger than ever. 
 At the end of fifth grade I slipped on wet tile and got a 

severe concussion. I blacked out for a moment and I don’t 
remember anything after. My friends tell me I was crying hard, 
had short term memory loss, and that my dad was there almost 

instantly and that I was quickly taken to the hospital. All the 
staff that took care of me during the twenty-four hours I was at 

the hospital, were the sweetest people I’d ever met. They brought 
good food, were very gentle, and made me feel safe.  Even though 
I don’t remember these people I will not forget their kindness. 

 Dr. Kasmer, another orthopedic, helped me with my elbow. 
In November of 2017 I was at swim playing around before 
practice started, and tripped and hit my elbow on the gym floor. 

It felt bruised and like I had a floor burn, but decided to tough it 
out, and ice it when I got home. I was fine for the first part of 
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practice, but when I was told to get out of the water, my elbow 
locked up and I felt like someone put a knife in my joint. My 

coach hoisted me out of the water like an anchor and tapped my 
elbow. He asked if it hurt and I replied with a strong yes. My dad 

took me home and we went to Dr. Kasmer the next morning. The 
X-rays showed no fractures but a fluid associated with them. We 
casted my elbow for a month just to be safe. Thanks to Dr. 

Kasmer my elbow has never felt better. 
 Dr. Johnson, my pediatrician, is the best doctor I’ve ever 

seen. Other than the usual checkup, I’ve gone to see her for 

various reasons, the biggest one is my tailbone. Around December 
of 2017, I’d just come home from school and taken off my shoes. I 

started to walk down the three steps to my living room, when I 
slipped in my socks and fell down the three corners of the steps. I 

thought it was a bad bruise, so I waited it out. After of three 

months of pain I decided to go to the doctor. Dr. Johnson said that 
my tailbone was broken, and that I should just sit on a pillow for 

the next month or so, and to ice it every day, and with that it 

should heal in the next two months.  Thanks to her help I’m a 

healthy girl with a healed tailbone.  

 In early spring of 2018, I started having some knee pain, it 

wasn’t excruciating, so I pushed on.  After several months of pain 

that worsened by the month, we decided to go to the doctor. Dr. 

Kasmer, (one of my previous doctors) recommended Dr. Cromer. 

Dr. Cromer was a swimmer, so he assumed he would be a good 

fit. He asked about my symptoms and then moved my knees and 

hips every which way trying to see what made them hurt and 

what didn’t. After the painful examination, and an X-ray, he 

diagnosed me with Osgood Schaulter’s disease. I wasn’t sick, I 

just had a growth spurt. My leg bones grew faster than my 

muscles, so my kneecaps tilted causing pain. He prescribed 
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physical therapy for six weeks, have not completed it yet, but I 

will be finished November 16, 2018. Though I haven’t finished 

therapy, my knees feel better by the day. 

 Finally, my parents, they’re my pharmacists. My parents are 

both pharmacists, but in different ways. My dad works for a 

national company, while my mom works in a small family owned 

and operated shop on Brambleton. They provide all the medicine 

my doctors prescribe by filling the order and taking home to me. 

They are also my biggest role models. 

 My doctors are my biggest heroes and they make me feel 

safe, and cared for. After having so many injuries, doctor’s offices 

don’t make butterflies for me anymore, unless I’m waiting to hear 

the results of an injury. I don’t see these people as people who 

give shots and pain anymore, their now my heroes. I know it 

sounds cheesy, but I feel so grateful that we have enough money 

to get good medical care. I know a lot of people will submit essays 

just like this, but doctors, are my biggest heroes. 
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Ode to Drawing 

By Ava Giannini 

It’s dark 

The cold river of shadow crawls over my skin 

It washes over me 

I grab a pencil 

It drags lightly across the smooth paper 

The river is redirected 

It begins to trickle away 

I feel the joy envelope the darkness 

It’s bright 
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To the poets, 

writers and 

artists 

 

Thank you for 

making our 

online Literary 

Magazine a 

success. 

Imagine, Write, and 

create! 
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